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The Shell
Jordan Roth

Here it is another day
In the land where doctors roam.
I’m in search of peace more than answers
Because it’s been so long since I felt at home.
Here comes the team
Without a knock on the door.
In their haste to save time
I am left wanting more.
No real connection
I have come to expect.
Trapped in this crumbling shell
Their words are more direct.
I hear my case retold each day
But none of them knows my story.
About when I ran, and laughed and played
Lived and led, about my days of glory.
Distant stares and scribbled notes
Tell me more than they know.
I wish I could tell them what I’ve learned about life
And what’s most important at the end of this road.
They funnel out in a line
But one hesitates to leave.
He best keep on moving or
He is sure to face reprieve.
The light filters in through the window
And with it a smile greets me.
And for a second I remember
Life, love, humanity.
His hand holding mine
Our eyes meet with a glow.
Perhaps for just this moment in time
This place feels like home.
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